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Steve groaned as he shuffled in his seat, shifting for what felt like the umpteenth time. He'd always had 
trouble sleeping on the tour bus, especially when it was moving. He had hoped he would get used to it 
eventually, but so far there was no such luck. Six years into the more serious band business and he stil 
couldn't just happily doze off once he climbed onboard and settled down. Not only that, but the bus didn't have 
enough bunk beds. Whereas the formation consisted of five boys, the beds narrowed down to only three. As it 
happened, to avoid the initial fighting the issue had spurred at the beginning of the tour regarding who would 
get the bunks for the night, they'd decided to go clock wise around the band. 


Tonight, Steve was short of luck. He didn't think himself worth more as the band leader, although he could 
have snatched a bunk permanently, but instead opted for the fair trade settlement. That said, right now he 
sorely regretted this decision, at least he might have been able to sleep for an hour or two in a proper bed. 
Here, he had to sit up in an uncomfortable seat. And not only that, he'd been paired up with Bruce Dickinson - 
the newest addition to the lineup; a charming, bulky brunette with big hazel eyes, prominent dimples and and 


the most perverted sense of humour. Which was all well, except for the fact that Bruce seemed to be easily 
chilled and - as there was only one spare blanket - he'd hogged it completely to himself save for a lone corner 


that barely covered up the bassist's right leg. 


Not only that, the singer had been quick to curl up by the window which left the band leader the inner seat. 
Which in turn meant that, sleepless as he was, Steve couldn't even opt to peer out the window and watch the 
world pass by the moving vehicle. With a frustrated huff, hearing snores filtering from the bunk area that 
were no doubt Clive's, and the constant humming of the vehicle's engine, the bassist shifted again and 
stretched his long legs out. Next to him, Bruce made continuous rhythmical mewling noises, muttering a word 
in his sleep here and there. Turning his head to glare at the younger man, Steve instead found his heart 
softening. 


The man wasn't much younger than himself in truth, only a few years. However, he appeared almost as a teen 
even in his early twenties, his baby face deceiving. He also had some damn fine vocal chords, and he always 
had the confidence to flaunt his talent. Now as he slept, his fair dark lashes fanned over his pink cheeks. His 
soft auburn strands of hair fell in gentle waves over his shoulder, straight bangs spilling over his forehead. His 
pale skin stood out in the dark of the bus, against the ocean blue fabric of the throw blanket. He looked almost 
angelic; his pink plump lips curled into a tiny smile even as he was drifting off into the land of dreams, almost 


reminiscent of a cat. He looked so tiny, curled up with his legs pressed to his chest. 


Pulling lightly at the blanket to attempt to gain another inch or two, Steve sighed again, head turned towards 
Bruce as he folded his arms stubbornly across his chest. At least he could make do without a full night of 
sleep, that much he knew. He'd live, might be particularly cranky in the morning but the band would survive. 
They'd seen it happen before. Shutting his eyes, the bassist couldn't help but smile softly himself when hearing 
the other man murmur another intelligible mass of words before settling down It could have been worse, he 
could have been paired with Clive. Now that would have been a nightmare. 


Steve awoke with a start, gasping and his chest heaving with his ragged breaths. The bus was still moving, the 
stars peering through the tinted windows. The wall clock read 3:34; no one would wake before noon. Not that 
the bassist saved much concern for that fact, he found himself rather distraught. Before his inner vision was 
the last image his strange, very vivid dream had provided him with. He didn't remember the full course of 
events, but burnt into his mind's eye was the vision of his smaller companion on his knees; hazel eyes teasingly 
staring up at the him as his cock disappeared between those crimson red, full lips. The tidal throb pulsing 


between his legs was more than enough to tell the tale of the reaction the content of the dream had spurred. 


‘The fuck. the bassist muttered, staring wide eyes up at the ceiling and doing his best to avoid any sort of 
contact with the still sleeping form next to him. 


There was a nagging fear brewing at the pit of Steve's stomach, making it churn, but at the same time the 
persistent swell of his cock just wouldn't give way. Instead, it pressed tightly against its confines, restrained 
and about ready to burst through the zipper at any given point. Glancing down, the bassist found the extended 


crotch area of his pants to look almost like a mini party tent, his cheeks flushed as he sucked in a shaky 
breath. This wasn't happening, this was fucked up. It was just a dream, a weird fucked up dream that meant 
nothing. A weird, fucked up dream about his band mate on his knees sucking his cock and swallowing him whole 


all the way down to the root - oh God. 


Steve almost groaned, rubbing his clammy palms against his thighs and pulling his legs up ever so cautiously to 
attempt to better accomodate his hardon. He didn't find it to be very helpful, as the movement caused friction 
of fabric against his already oversensitized groin, his balls tightening. This wasn't going to end well, he couldn't 
sleep like this. Not with all the blood gone to his dick, passing through it and making it twitch eagerly. A soft 
moan filtered from the sleeping singer then, quiet and faint, and when the man shifted, his hand was exposed 
and brushed against Steve's bare skinned upper arm. The touch was brief, a mere graze, but the sensation of 
callused fingers made the bassist's skin tingle and buzz; made his cock damn near jump. He shuddered 


involuntarily, gasping at the contact. 


Wriggling his hips, the older man did his best to create some space between them, but he froze the moment 
he accidentally laid eyes upon the singer's face. A strand of silky hair was clinging to his now parted full lips, 

the plump bottom one stuck out in an almost pout, and before he could catch himself the bassist damn near 

whined out loud at the erotic picture it painted. Without thinking, his right hand moved from his thigh area to 
travel higher and slip between his own legs to palm the firm hardness. Pressing down, Steve's hips stuttered 

at the contact, and the man caught his bottom lip between his teeth to stifle any noises. 


Shutting his eyes momentarily, the bassist began to rub his palm in circles against the stiff length of his cock 
He purposely made sure the harsh zipper rubbed against the fat head, tipping his head backwards against the 
seat and sprading his legs just a bit. This was wrong and he knew it, he wasn't normally the type to surrender 
to anything like this. But he needed to get some rest, and he needed relief. With his free hand, Steve pulled the 
hem of his worn black tee up to slip his hand beneath the fabric. His thumb and index finger soon found his 
right nipple, pinching it with his sharp nails. The stimulation sent electrical currents right to the man's cock, 
making it twitch as he bit back a groan. 


Still, it wasn't enough. He couldn't very well cum in his pants, either, so with the throbbing between his legs 
growing in magnitude, Steve fumbled for his zipper. The button took a while to give way and Steve grit his 
teeth, swearing internally when finally it popped open The hurried rasp of his zipper followed and the bassist 
parted the flaps to free his aching hardon, pulling at the waistband of his boxer briefs intil the member came 
bouncing out, almost slapping against his stomach. It was engorged, almost purple to the shade where it sprung 
from a nest of wirey dark pubes. A fat glob of fluid already glistened at the tip, the bassist's legs already 


trembling with anticipation. 


Glancing at the man by his side, Steve bit his bottom lip. He felt ashamed, the singer's pouty crimson red lips 
slightly parted and it made lust coil at the pit of the bassist's belly like none he had ever felt. When he shut 
his eyes, he could still clearly visualize the singer's hands pressed to his hips as he swallowed the final inch of 
the thick shaft. In the dream, Bruce did it with such ease, his eyes maintaining their amused gleam while he 
sucked tight enough for his cheeks to hollow. Closing his fingers around the heated rod of his, Steve trembled 
when he dragged the loose ring up to the head, pulling back the foreskin and teasing the slit. Smearing the 


precum evenly to wet his fist, Steve tightened his grip and dropped it. 


Stifling a loud moan that wanted to break free, Steve's hips snapped involuntarily upwards. Beneath him the 
seat creaked suspiciously and his eyes flew open in the matter of seconds, staring fearful at his companion 
when he turned his head to the side. Bruce was stirring just a bit, scowling before settling down into a 
peaceful rest once more. Taking a deep unsteady breath, the older man watched the singer through hooded lids 
as he began to stroke himself. Slowly at first, the he picked up his pace little by little. He was already so 
aroused by that dream, he couldn't think straight. his free hand squeezed into his tight pants, into the 


underwear to cup his own balls, rolling them firmly and once again, his hips spasmed up off the seat. 


Forcing himself to restrain himself, muscles taut and tense, Steve pumped faster. He was so close, he could 
already taste the edge, could feel the tingles coursing through his veins. Next to him, Bruce shifted, tossing 
one arm over his stomach and his head leaning against Steve's shoulder to substitue a pillow. The older man 
gasped and stilled, his heart hammering in his chest and his balls so tight he felt as if they might burst. His 
mouth falling open, he panted, lustful eyes admiring the way Bruce's eyelids and lips twitched, the stubble on 
his cheeks and the soft spill of hair over his torso that was visible beneath the neckline of his tee. Without 
thought, the bassist dipped his head, pressing his nose to the long auburn strands at the top of Bruce's head 


and inhaling his scent. 


Steve shuddered full body. Bruce smelled like equal measures of male musk and spicy shampoo mix. Once more, 
his hand began to move. Up and down until the sound of slapping skin was impossible to mask. Until his legs 
were quaking uncontrollably. Until his back arched and his ass lifted up off the seat. Until his head was 
swimming, until beads of sweat rolled down his forehead. Until his wrist began to ache. Once again, he took a 


deep breath, filling his lungs with the scent of the singer. One pump. Two. Three. Then he fell. 


His breath hitching, the bassist's eyes rolled back into his head as he came hard, catching most of his 
completion in his hand as the waves of orgasm crashed over him. He couldn't think straight, the pulse ringing 
in his ears as the leftover cum dribbled down the length of his softening shaft. He struggled to catch his 
breath, his chest heaving and his dry throat making raspy noises. Opening his eyes slowly, he spotted 
something out of the corner of his eye and reached for it, finding it was a much needed napkin. Exhaling, Steve 
grabbed ahold of it, using it to clean himself up as best as he could before it dawned on him. He could have 


sworn his heart almost stopped in his chest when a familiar voice spoke up next to him. 
‘You know, it'd be polite to at least say thank you for figuratively getting you off: 


Steve felt the colour bleeding into his cheeks, the silence deafening as his face burnt ten shades of red. 
Dropping his head forwards, his curls came down to conceal his eyes so he didn't have to look at the singer, 
although he caught what resembled an almost sly grin out of the corner of his eye. 


‘You were moaning my name after all, | thought you wanted something when you started fucking moving 
about; Bruce continued, laughing that hearty laughter of his. ‘No harm done, except | would have preferred to 
sleep all the night through and perhaps wake up to your little display in the morning: 


‘B-bludi ‘ell. Steve muttered, the shame washing over him and he felt positively mortified. 
‘Hey, don't worry now. It's alright, Harry. 


Steve flinched when a gentle hand came to rest on his shoulder, giving it a soft squeeze. Picking his head up 
and peering out from underneath his bangs, the embarrassment clear on his face, Steve caught the other 
man's gaze briefly. It was serious and sincere, not a trace of anger or disgust. Instead, the man appeared 


amused, almost flattered. 
‘| was told you didn't fancy blokes, so if that's true, I'd consider myself lucky: 


At first, the bassist opened his mouth to say something, but was hushed when the younger man placed his 
index finger over his lips. A small smirk played on his lips, his dimples on full display and Steve felt his stomach 
tighten, his belly fluttering and his pulse quickening. He knew what it meant, and it terrified him. 


‘Don't worry. Wouldn't tell anybody, who am | to spoil the fun, eh? Just next time you need a hand, wake me 
up first, won't you? You're too bloody pretty to wank all by yourself; Bruce grinned, winking his eye and taking 
the napkin from Steve's hand, tossing it onto the floor before promptly running a fingertip along the remnants 
of cum on Steve's limp dick. 


Gaping, Steve stared wide eyes as the singer brought the digit to his own lips, licking the juices off and 
swallowing. He then proceeded to lick his lips like a cat, giggling as he smacked them together. 


‘Delicious. Next time | want seconds:' 


Steve whined and hid his face in his hands, a bolt of desire rushing right back to his groin. Next to him, 
however, Bruce shifted and the bassist almost jumped out of his seat when the singer reached for his dick 
and helped tuck him back into his pants, leaving the zipper halfway open. Then he sweetly offered the older 
man half the blanket, his eyes no longer sultry or playful, but kind. With still shaking hands, Steve accepted the 
offer and snuggled up under the blanket, not sure what to think of the ordeal. He felt so confused, his head 


spinning, but the moment a small but unmistakeably male hand slid into his curls, he surrendered with a purr. 


Leaning into the younger man, the bassist felt strangely secure, and he didn't protest when a gentle kiss was 
pressed to the top of his head. If anything, he found it odd that Bruce wasn't furious with him. He felt guilty, 
dirty almost, but the singer took it all so lightly. Leaning into one another, Steve soon felt the intensity of his 
previous climax take a toll on him. He usually dozed off in the aftermath and this was no exception, only now 
he felt Bruce's tender fingers combing through his curls. 


‘| fancy you, you know, the singer murmured quietly next to the taller man's earlobe. 


Steve tensed for a moment, his heart racing, then he went slack, his face pale as he realized what was in his 


own core. 


‘|. believe | fancy ye too... he whispered shyly. 
‘Good, smiled Bruce, and Steve was slowly lulled to sleep. 


Oddly enough, that night he slept peacefully. 


